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A HURRICANE AT SEA. 


One morning, not far from the Isle of Mada- 
gascar, opened on us one of the most lovely days 
ever seen. The sun rose unclouded; the wind 
was just strong enough to fill our sails, and being 
fair, not a yard of canvass but what was spread 
to catch the breeze. The air, too, had all the 
balmy softness of spring. To give animation to 
the scene, the waters were alive with the myriads 
of finny inhabitants. Under our bows were to be 
seen porpoises, tumbling in rude sport; and at 
the same moment we could perceive an almost 
numberless shoal of flying fish, in full action. 
The surface of the waters glittered as the sun’s 
rays blazed on their dripping wings, as they anx- 
iously skimmed the waves, in the hope to escape 
the thousand dolphins that pursued them. The 
war was unequal, for as they sought the air to 
avoid the enemy underneath them, bird after bird 
were hovering above, ready toseize themas their 

rey. 

’ ‘As the day advanced, the heavens became ob- 
scured by alight mist. At this period, with oth- 
ers, lL was employed below. One of the men with 
me, then suffering from scurvy, I heard say, ‘I 
know its going to blow, from the pain I feel 
in my limbs.”’ A hearty laugh followed his obser- 
vation. Shortly after this, we were summoned on 
deck, and the light sails were taken in. The 
captain, looking wistfully round, then dismissed 
us, saying, ‘‘ In truthit looks strange, yet I think 
there is nothing to fear, so boys to work again.” 

To my eye, at this moment, the ship appeared 
as if she was hemmed in by a miniature horizon. 
The heavens appeared close to us. The ship was 
enclosed as if it were by a shadowy festoon. We 
had not been below many minutes before we heard 
the mate in a husky voice calling out ‘‘ All hands 
—all hands!” Fearhas an electric influence on 
man. The words were hardly out of his mouth 
before all were on deck. When I had ascended, 
I pereeived no difference in the aspect of the 
heavens; but as I directed my eyes aft, I saw 
with terror the mate with a countenance pale as 
death, on which fear was written in language too 
legible to be mistaken, in the act of letting fly the 
topsail halyards, and as my eye caught the cap- 
tain he was fearfully crossing himself, he being a 
Catholic. All was ——— To me, as yet, 
the danger was unknown. Turning my eyes me- 
chanically and rapidly round, thé scene afore the 
ship, in all its horror, presented itself to my view. 
A whirlwind was passing. As if by magic, a 
deep black cloud, in mountain masses, passed the 
horizon, against whose broad disc, as on some 
high shore, broke the angry wave. Surge rolled 
on surge, and the swelling billows dashed their 
high foamto heaven. There wasa thrilling interest 
in the scene: life and death hung by a thread. 

The terror that had for a few moments appalled us, 
reacting, gave something like a supernatural vi- 
gor to our exertions. The halyards flew, the 
tacks and sheets were loosed, the tackles, clew- 
lines, and buntlines, all were plied with an al- 
most maniac fury, for existence was the price of 
exertion; and in a few moments the ship, under 
bare poles, comparatively safe, lay listlessly and 
still on the waters. The whirlwind hardly passed 
_ before there commenced one of the most tremen- 
dous thunder storms that I had ever witnessed. 
The lightning poured down, stream after stream, 
the thunder, too, came not clap after clap, for the 
bounding ocean bellowed forth in one continued 


war. Its dread clang was as ifthe whole artillery of | promises of God to his people, under afflictions, 
theskies had at once burst onthe world, for from one | her countenance beamed with joy, and told the 
quarter of the heavens to another, peal answered | holy emotions of her soul. It was with extreme 
peal in quick continued succession, while at the | difficulty she could articulate, and then only ina 
same time the rain fell in almost sheeted torrents. | whisper. Taking my hand, and drawing my ear 
This lasted nearly an hour. | close to her lips, she said, in substance as follows: 
Such scenes solemnize and soften the hard —_ . “Tam happy. I now enjoy a full assurance of 
of men. At noon, when the elements were hush- | hope. Formerly I w h i 
ed into repose, and the sun shone forth in all his po fears. pan to a eek ke ae 
meridian glory, the contrast struck strongly on mine unbelief;’ but stillmy unbelief continued, and 
the soul; and so forcibly were we impressed with my apprehensions respecting myself were some- 
it, that before we partook of our mid-day meal, | times awfully distressing. After I was taken more 
our hearts were humbled in grateful adoration to | unwell, and was apprehensive that I should not 
the great Author and Preserver of our being. | recover, I felt that I could not bear to die with- 
Never shail I forget my feelings as we joined our jout the assurance of hope. I called upon God 
commander in prayer, for gratitude at recent mer- | day and night, that he would have mercy on me. 
cies gives a aaah and iife to our devotion that \I » ee his promises, ‘I will never aes thee, 
we do not feel in the hour of unthinking prosperi- | nor forsake thee;’ ‘him that cometh to me I will 


ty. He who has felt the terrors of the deep, and | 
has felt that the hand of mercy has protected him, | 
may with strong feeling exclaim, ‘‘ The Lord has | 
made us, not we ourselves. Blessed be his name 
for ever and for ever.” [ Hingham Gazette. 








RELIGION. 








FULL ASSURANCE. 
[From a Clergyman.] 

Is it not the privilege of Christians to arrive at 
such clear and convincing proof of their adoption, as 
to remove all doubt? Has not the Holy Spirit 
delineated in the Scriptures the traits of character, 
and the particular feelings of the Christian, with 
so much exactness that the child of God need not 
mistake? I am aware, that very many Christians 
spend most of their lives without ‘‘ a strong conso- 
lation,” though they ‘‘ have fled for refuge, to 
lay hold on the hope set before them.” They. 
seem to take it for granted that they must neces- 
sarily remain ‘‘ all their lifetime subject to bon- 
dage through fear.” But such were not the views 
and feelings of ancient saints. David and Job, 
and Hezekiah, and Paul, speak with the greatest 
confidence of the integrity of their hearts, and of 
their full assurance, that God was their reconciled 
Father, and everlasting portion; and that this as- 
surance was the privilege, not only of inspired 
men, but of the saints generally, is evident from 
the fact, that they are exhorted to ‘‘ give diligence, 
to make their calling and election sure,”—‘‘to 
examine themselves’ —‘‘ to know themselves” — 
**to be not deceived,” &c., and also, from the 
confident expressions which Christians are per- 
mitted to use: ‘‘ We know that we have passed 
from death unto life.”—‘‘ We know that we are 
of the truth,” —‘* We know that he (God) abideth 
in us,” §c. This confidence, or assurance of 
Christians, is not a mere impression made on the 
mind, they know not how or why, but it arises 
from a comparison of their own exercises with the 
declarations of God in his word. 

My attention has been turned to this subject 
recently more than common, in consequence of 
a visit which I made a few days since, to a cham- 
ber of disease. There I saw and heard what 
was to me profitable, humbling, and edifying. 
There was a mother in Israel, pining away under 
the a. hand of consumption. But, while 
sickness and pain were rapidly demolishing the 
earthly tabernacle, her soul seemed to gaze up- 
ward to the ‘* building of God, the house not made 


| of my sins. 








with hands, eternal in the heavens,” and to 
** desire to depart, and be with Christ,” as though 
she considered it ‘‘ far better’’ than to abide long- 





er in the flesh. After I had made some remarks 
of a consolatory nature, and recited some of the 


in no wise cast out;’ ‘fear not, for I have re- 
deemed thee; I have calledthee by thy name; 
thou art mine. When thou passest through the 
waters, I will be with thee; and through the riv- 
ers they shall not overflow thee. When thou 
walkest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned; 
neither shall the flame kindle upon thee. For I 
am the Lord thy God, the holy one of Israel, thy 


‘Saviour.’ I felt unworthy of God’s mercies. I 


saw that I was a guilty, hell-deserving sinner. 
My soul was weighed down with the heavy load 
But I cried the more earnestly to the 
Lord for help; ‘ Lord, save me—I perish.’ | felt 
that I could not be denied. I said, ‘ Lord I can- 
not let thee go, except thou bless me.’ I clung 
fast to the mercy-seat, and pleaded and pleaded 
for deliverance. My doubts and fears fled. It 
was at the foot of the cross that my burden left 
me. I saw that there was an infinite fountain of 
the blood of Christ, where the greatest sinners 
might be purified from all their defilement and 
guilt. I could no longer doubt his love to me, 
and my interest in him.” 

I told her that I was glad to see her in this 
happy state of mind.” She then inquired respect- 
ing my feelings, whether I had the assurance of 
hope. On learning that I was not very confident 
respecting the safety of my state, she asked again, 
‘What do you mean to do?”” She was told, that 
I designed to be more faithful, and give more 
diligence, to make my calling and election sure. 
‘** Do,” said she, ‘‘ do.” 

I took my seat near the bed, and spent a few 
moments in silent meditations. O, thought I, this 
dear saint occupies a station which might well be 
envied by the ‘‘great ones” of this world. A 
station, nearer to that of angels than any other 
this side ofheaven. How would ministers preach, 
and how would Christians live, and what an im- 
pression would the world get of the value of re- 
ligion, if all the people of God came up to this 
privilege! [Pastor’s Journal. 





SCRIPTURE TRUTH EXEMPLIFIED. 
Trutu.—* Whoso sheddeth man’s blood, by man shall 
his blood be shed.”* (Gen. ix. 6.) 

Example.—Jezeser. This abandoned female 
was the daughter of Ethbaal, king of the Zidoni- 
ans, and wife of Ahab, king of Israel. A more 
wicked princess is scarcely to be found in the re- 
cords of history. Having once formed her pur- 
poses, no crime, however daring and deadly, pre- 
vented their accomplishment. Brought up in a 
heathen court, she was a declared enemy of the 
worship of the true God, and a zealous patroness 
of idolatry. By her the worship of various 
Pheenician deities was introduced into the king- 





dom of Samaria; and from her own table, were 
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fed four hundred priests of the goddess Astarte. they did nor leave the house, were of course, but seldom to the lot of mortals, in this probation- 
e€ our hun 


Not satisfied with supporting the impious rites 
of her own country, she sought utterly to abolish 
the worship fo Jehovah in Israel; and many of 
the prophets of the Lord were destroyed by 
her. Ahab having reported to her that Elijah 
had slain the prophets of Baal, she resolved 
on his death; and to avoid her fury, Elijah fled 
into the wilderness, and took refuge in a cave on 
mount Horeb. Shortly after, Naboth having re- 
fused to sell Ahab the vineyard of his fathers, 
Ahab was so mortified by the disappointment of 


his desire, that he refused to take bread. Jeze-, 
bel, learning the cause of his vexation, immedi- | 


ately sent letters sealed with the King’s signet, 
requesting the elders of Jezreel to suborn sons of 
Belial to witness against Naboth, as a blasphemer 
against God and the king, and then to stone him | 
to death; and such was the corrupt character of 
the elders of Israel, that they willingly complied | 
with the infamous instruction. Ahab, having | 
heard of the death of Naboth, took possession of | 
his vineyard; and for thus shedding the blood of} 
Naboth, the Lord declared by Elijah that “the | 
dogs should eat Jezebel by the wall of Jezreel. 

This terrible prediction was fulfilled; for after the | 
death of her wicked husband, Jehu was anointed | 
king, and commissioned by the God of Israel to | 
smite the house of Ahab, and avenge the blood of 
the prophets at the hand of Jezebel. Entering 
into Jezreel, Jezebel heard of it; and having 


painted her face, and adorned her head, she look- | 


ed out of the window, and reproachfully inquired 
of Jehu, ‘‘ had Zimri peace, who slew his master? 


quiet. 
During the discussion it was shown that this was a, 


voluntary union; that delegates from a number of | family of Mrs. W. 
the schools had assembled to form the union, and: it. 


We then procceded and formed the union. | ary state. , 


The vacation weeks flew quickly by, but the 
enjoyed every moment of 
The mother and children were never separa- 





that it was contrary to all the principles of a free |ted.—If you met Mary and Eleanor in their morn- 
government to oppose it. I have not the least un-| ing and evening walks, you were sure to find 


pleasant feeling towards our brethren, and I hope | 
the difference between us on this subject, in most, 
instances, is an honest one. But | mention it as| 
a proof in my mind that God is on the side of the | 
American §. 8. Union. 
us, who can be against us?” 


Charles and his mother close beside them. 

At length the vacation was passed. Charles 
was again in college; and his mother and sisters 
looked forward with hope to the time when he 


And ‘‘if God be with! should return to remain with them altogether. 


The time at length arrived. Charles’ college 


At the close of the above meeting, I gave | studies were complete, and he returned to his na- 
notice that I would preach again at night in the} tive village. 


He commenced the study of medi- 








On hearing this, he directed those who were with | 
her to throw her down. ‘‘ So they threw her down, 


court house, and organize a school, if they wished | cine, and two years of happiness unalloyed was 
it, ontheir own principles. We met and formed | the portion of Mrs. W’s family. At the expira- 
a school upon “‘ independent” principles. This [tion of that time there were some changes; the 
told them I was perfectly willing to do. Some| girls were married, and it was thought necessary 
sixteen or twenty of the first ladies and gentlemen | for Charles to repair to B— to finish his studies 
in the village became teachers, and the school; with an eminent practitioner. His mother saw 
promises to do well. Ihave no donbt but the; him go to the metropolis with some foreboding 
discussion alluded to will have a happy effect | fears; but she had faith in God, and she hoped her 
upon the Sunday School cause. The following | dear child would escape the taint and pollution 
Monday was court day, and I was told by aj that too often falls to the lot of the young and in- 
gentleman, who was present, that Sunday Schools | experienced—besides she thought that Charles 
was the general topic of conversation. And if| had a talisman in his heart; he was engaged to 
Christians get to talking, reflecting, and praying | the daughter of the minister of the parish—the 
upon the subject, there is hope. [S. S. Jour. | mild and unassuming Emily B. Months rolled 
by; Charles wrote regularly every week, and 
, seemed to look forward to his return as the goal 
a jof his happiness. At last his letters did not come 
From Badgers Weekly Messenger. | so punctual; his mother felt some anxiety, but 
THE RUINED STUDENT. | she excused him, thinking that it was so near the 
There are few places more delightfully situated mg = se ne a he was deeply engaged with 
than the village of C in the state of Conn, |" Budtes and lectures. 

















and her blood was sprinkled on the wall, and on) There is a neatness and rural simplicity truly de- 
the horses, and he trode her under foot.”” Thus | Jightful to the eye of the traveller. As you en-| 
was her blood shed, for having shed the blood of tered the town there was one dwelling that attract- | 
others; and the truth of that prediction was con-|ed your attention with its white paling and neat 
firmed, ‘‘ In the portion of Jezreel shall dogs eat | garden in front; the honey suckle and woodbine 
the flesh of Jezebel;” for when they were sent to | hanging in clustering profusion over the portico, 
bury her, they found no more of her than the | and the pots of flowers handsomely arranged,spoke 
‘* skull, and the feet, and the palms of her hands.” | for the taste of its inhabitants. It was the resi- 
Such was the awful end of this vile woman, to' dence of the widow W. , her son and two 
whom ignoble celebrity is yet given, by having daughters. Her husband had been an eminent 
her name employed as a proverbial of cruelty and! physician, who died three years previous—leaving 





uncommon wickedness. 
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THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 
** *.* County, Ky. March 7, 1882. 

The excitement on the subject of Sunday Schools 
in this county is very great at present. Of this, 
however, you will not think strange when you 
learn the sequel. When I arrived in the county 
there was not a single Sunday School in it. I 
had formed nine schools before we met (last Sab- 
bath) to organize the county union. After I had 
preached and discussed the Sunday School sub- 
ject toa large and attentive audience, we proceed- 
ed to form the union. This was strenuously 
opposed by two ministers. They appeared not 
opposed to Sunday Schools in general, but to the 
American 8. §. Union. They made many unfair 
remarks about it. I endeavored to obviate their 
objections. But I cannot dwell here upon par- 
ticulars. There was much said upon both sides. 
They appeared resolved that a county union, 
auxiliary to the American S. S. Union, should 


| his widow and children in comfortable, if not afflu- 
|ent circumstances. The daughters were all that 
| mother could wish them to be. They were 
| pleasing and amiable girls; and in the goodness 
| of their disposition and the affability of their man- 
ners you quite forgot that they were not beauti- 
| ful.—Now every family has its idol, and Charles 

W— was the idol of his, 
| year in college; in one year more he would gradu- 

ate; and his mother hoped he would follow the 

steps of his father, and become a resident in his 
jnative village. August was fast approaching, 
|and Charles was expected home to spend the va- 
\cation. The girls looked forward to the period 
\with delightful anticipation. Mary said, when 

Charles comes home we will do so and so, and 
the smile on the countenance of Eleanor was 
more bland and sweet at the mention of her brother. 
Day after day passed on, and the long wished for 
period at length arrived.—‘‘ This day,” said the 
sisters, as they arranged their plants with more 
eare than usual, ‘‘ Charles will be at home pre- 
cisely at five o’tlock!” Their early dinner was 
quickly dismissed, and at two o’clock the mother 


not be formed. At length their leader and chief, and daughters were seated at the window in anx- 


speaker proposed, that all of similar views with 
himself should follow him to the jury room, (we 
being in the court house.) This was immediately 


ious expectation. It was six months since they 
had seen Charles; they wondered how he looked; 
had he grown?—‘‘ Only think, mama,” said Elea- 


It was now his third | 








seconded by one in favor of the American S. §,| nor, ‘‘ Charles will be twenty; his next birth-day 
Union, as affording an opportunity of doing our | he will be at home—how delightful !”*—Hour af- 
business unmolested. The leader started to the er hour passed on: at length it wanted a quarter 
jury room, but not a soul followed him. Thus | of five; the minutes were then watched and count- 
the opposition were completely thwarted by their | ¢d—wheels were heard; the coach stopped, and 
own scheme. What was designed for our destruc- | the girls flew to the door to receive their brother. 
tion proved to be their own. I could not but} Oh! the happy meeting. The evening passed | 
think of the case of Haman, who prepared a gal-|@way delightfully. Charles was improved both | 
lows for Mordecai, but was hung upon it himself. im mind and person, and the happy mother and 
The opposition having taken this step, although | children enjoyed a portion of that bliss which falls | 


He returned, and the mother once more en- 
braced her son; but there was a change—a change 
that the hearts of those that loved him were not 
willing to believe. It was whispered around that 
he had become unsteady, but it was only whis- 
pered. In a few weeks he was married, and bis 
fond mother and friends anticipated that if he had 
imbibed any thing like bad habits, they would now 
be forgotten. But it was far otherwise. Oh! 
who ever has tasted once of the inebriating cup 
that is ever reclaimed?—It is like the poison of a 
ferocious animal, it will work in the blood, but 
eventually destroy. It was so with Charles. At 
first he was ashamed to drink save in his own house: 
but at length he would partake of it in the houses 
of others, and the hospitality of the inhabitants 
made it a custom to offer to the lips of the friends 
the liquid that would destroy. When intemper- 
ance creeps in, shame soon creeps out, and in a few 
short months the high-minded, noble and intellec- 
tual Charles W— had placed himself on a level 
with the dregs of society. But where amidst the 
ruin of their hopes were the wife and mother? 
Did they stand by and tamely see the idol of their 
affections sinking into ruin, and not put forth a hand 
tosave him? Ah no!—if tears and prayers could 
have been of any avail, he would not have sunk; 
but a wife’s tears—a mother’s prayers, and sister’s 
entreaties were useless, and in thirteen months 
from the day that he was married, his wife—his 
once blooming Emily, was borne to her last long 
home! She had loved him with the endearing love 
of woman, and she could not bear unkindness—for 
who has ever known a drunken husband kind? 
But his mother—did she die? no, she lived to pray 
for him—to importune heaven with her prayers. 
Mother! have you ever seen the child of your 
affections—the idol of your fondest hopes—him on 
whom you used to look with eyes of pleasure and 
delight, reeling in at twelve o’clock at noon, with 
his fine features distorted; his person bloated; 
and oaths and imprecations on his lips, where once 
breathed the endearing accents of childhood? If 
you have not, you have never known sorrow. 





Three years passed on in this way, at the ex- 
piration of that time Charles was called to stand 
before the judgment seat of his offended God. 
He had lived in sin; he died without hope. But, 
oh! the agony—the piercing agony of his desolate 
parent! I have visited the bed of the sick and dy- 
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ing; and I have heard the feeble moans of the 
sinner when hanging between life and death utter- 
ing the petition, begging for one week, one day 
—yea, even for one hour, to make his peace with 
God! I have seen his affrighted look, and heard 
his heart-rending shriek, as he felt the power of the 
grim tyrant creeping over him, and I thought how 
awful it was to die. I have knelt beside the bed 
of the young and lovely, and I heard their sweet 
and triumphant voices, as their hallelujahs as- 
cended to the throne of God, when they felt their 
Redeemer had taken away the sting of death and 
the grave had no victory overthem. I have seen 
the husband weep for the wife, and the wife for 
the husband; and the young mother kneel be- 
side the cradle of her infant and beg of God to 
take it out of its torture, and knew that one half 
of her own existence was wrapped up in the life 
of her dying babe; but amidst all those tears and 
agonies I never witnessed any thing so bitter as 
the sight of a soul stricken parent, weeping over 
the disgrace and ruin of an only son. 





CRUELTY. 

Oh how I dislike a cruel man! He has no feel- 
ing—no pity. Ifhe see a dumb creature in dis- 
tress, he will not raise a finger to alleviate his 
sufferings. As I was passing the head of a steep 
hill, a short time since, I observed a cartman en- 
deavoring to make his horse ascend, who was so 
heavily laden as to be unable to start an inch. 
And the cruel driver, instead of lightening the 
load, continued to strike the poor horse, first with 
the lash, and then with the handle of the whip. 
The creature strove with his whole strength to 
go, and being still unable, some gentleman gave 
assistance, and he soon mounted the hill. Not 
satisfied with his inhuman treatment, the cartman 
continued to whip the horse, and also made the 
animal draw him along. 

Such treatment to dumb creatures will not go 
unrewarded, God cannot approve of such con- 
duct. And, dear children, are not you oftentimes 
found in some mischievous sport, which causes a 
great deal of pain to those creatures that cannot 
speak and tell you their feelings? A little insect 
has often been deprived of its legs or wings by 
some mischievous child, who, when it commits 
this act of cruelty, imagines that the insect is des- 
titute of feeling. But is it so? Far otherwise. 
The little thing we crush beneath our feet, or in 
any way torment, feels as much pain in propor- 
tion to its size as we should, if we were treated 
in the same manner. 

It istoo common a thing for children to vex and 
torment dumb creatures, to passunnoticed. You 
perhaps do it in a hundred instances where you 
imagine you do no serious injury to the creature. 
But do be persuaded to feel that it is unjust, and 
cruel in the extreme, to treat in this way the in- 
nocent insects that gaily light upon your hands, 
or play upon your desks. Never take away the 
life you cannot give, but let it be said of you, that 
you have hearts to feel for all the creatures God 
has made, be they ever so diminutive. 

[S. S. Instrueter. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
RUDENESS AND MODESTY. 

‘* But [will though,” said little Charlotte to her 
gentle friend Ellen. ‘‘Idon’t care for the ladies, 
and I want some-of those flowers.” 

So saying she pulled her hand away from Ellen, 
and ran down the garden walk; as she passed the 
group of ladies she pushed one of them aside in 
her haste, and caused her to scatter the flowers, 
which she held in her hand; without stopping to 
gather them up, or even to say, that she was 
sorry, she ran onas fast as possible to a large bed 
of tulips, which was near the bottom of the 
garden. Having gathered her hands full, she 
returned to her friend. The ladies had turned 








Charlotte now seated herself on the grass under 
a pear tree, and began to arrange her tulips accor- 
ding to their different colors. Presently she ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ Ellen, do come here; what in the 
world can you be about?” 

‘*T am coming to you presently, Charlotte.” 

‘* Well, do be quick, [ want you to see my 
tulips.” 

In a few minutes, Ellen seated herself also 
under the tree, and produced the flowers which 
she had been gathering. 

** What do you want of those little white flow- 
ers?’ said Charlotte, ‘‘I am sure they are not 
half as pretty as my tulips.” 

‘* But I like them,”’ said Ellen. ‘I love the 
lily of the valley better than any other flower. It 
is so modest, as if it loved to hide itself among 
the green leaves, and yet so delicate and sweet, 
that I never see it without wishing to be like it.”’ 

**To be like the lily, Ellen; what can you 
mean?” 

** I think I can learn from it to be always gen- 
tle, and also to be satisfied with being loved with- 
out seeking to be praised.” 

** Well, Ellen, that is very pretty to be sure; 
but would you not choose to be like my tulips? 
I am sure they are handsome flowers. Look at 
these beautiful red and yellow ones, and these 
variegated ones too.” 

‘** Yes, they are handsome enough, but I don’t 
like them mnch. I think they look very bold and 
forward. Just look now. You can see them 
quite across the garden, while you cannot find 
my little lily without looking carefully for it among 
its green leaves. Your tulips seemed to me like 
rude and bold little girls who care for no body.” 

‘* Well, Ellen, I think J am something like the 

tulip, and J shall try to be more like the sweet 
lily, and like you, too, Ellen.” 
The little girls spent the next hour very happi- 
ly together in collecting flowers and tying them in 
nosegays for their aunt, and when the sun was 
set, and the plants began to be covered with dew, 
they returned to the house. * 





BIBLE STORIES—NO. 19. 


THE FIRST TEMPERANCE SOCIRTY. 


During the reign of one of those wicked kings, whose 
sins brought down upon the children of Israel, the 
anger of God, there was an eminent prophet among 
them, who continually warned them of their danger, 
and exhorted them to repentance. ‘They, however, 
gave no heed to his warnings, but continued obstinate- 
ly to pursue the evil ways they had chosen. It was 
not long before the patience of God was wearied by 
their perverseness, and the whole nation was given 
up into the hands of their enemies, and carried into a 
long captivity. 

In the midst of this rebellious people, there were 
some, who, like Lot in Sodom, retained their allegi- 
ance to God, and continued devoutly and faithfully to 
worship him and keep his commandments. One of 
these families, the prophet was, on one occasion, di- 
rected to seek out, and to bring them into the temple, 
and into the presence of the people, that the example 
of their virtues might put to shame the wickedness of 
their neighbors. Among the many sins of this nation, 
which at this time cried to heaven for punishment, 
were intemperance, disobedience to parents, and that 
entire disregard of the word of God, which is the re- 
gular accompaniment of idolatry. For these sins, 
they had often been reproved, and it was to rebuke 
these sins that the prophet was now sent to them. 
The family to whom he was directed to go were re- 
markable for,their temperance, industry and self-de- 
nial. Sohe went to the oldest man in the family, and 
invited him, with his brothers, and all their sons to 
meet him in the temple of the Lord. And when they 
came he introduced them into the room of one of the 
‘prophets, which was next to the room where the prin- 
ces held their meetings ; for he wished the rulers to 
hear and know what he was doing. Then when all 
the family were seated, he took wine, and poured into 
cups before them, and invited them all to drink. But 
they refused, saying, that the great ancestor of their 
family had enjoined it upon his sons, and upon all his 
posterity, that they should never drink wine, or any 
strong drink, as long as theylived. Jt was now three 
hundred years since this was maie the law of their 





into another path in order to avoid meeting the 
rude lite girl. : 


family ; and it had never yet been broken, for neither 


they, nor their wives, their sons, nor their daughters 
have ever tasted of wine, or any other strong drink, 
all the days of their lives. They had found ita good 
and wholesome regulation, and they could not now 
trespass upon it. 

Then the prophet was astonished, and the Spirit of 
God came upon him. And he turned and addressed 
himself to the princes and people of Israel. He point- 
ed them to the worthy example of these temperate 
men, who, for so long a time, had faithfully kept the 
commandment of their fathers, who were but men, and 
then sharply reproved them for disregarding and diso- 
beying all the commands of God.—How often had 
God spoken to them by his prophets, and commanded 
and entreated them to leave off their sins, and return 
to him that he might bless them. But they had al- 
ways refused, and rebelled, and had continued to 
harden themselves more and more against him. There- 
fore they should reap the fruit of their doings. For 
all the threatnings which he had pronounced against 
them, should be executed—they should be cut off ar a 
nation, and utterly destroyed. But that dutiful and 
pious family, who had so faithfully observed all that 
their father required of them—they should be spared 
and prospered, and their name should never be blotted 
out. They should stand before God forever. 

(Sabbath School Instructer. 

















EPITORIAL. 


JOURNAL OF A TOUR FROM BOSTON TO THE 
WESTERN PART OF THE STATE. 
[Continued.} 


From Stockbridge we took a short excursion to 
Richmond. Here our enjoyment was of a spirit- 
ual kind. Men of the world may riot in sensuality 
and call it pleasure—but we do not envy a pleas- 
ure which pollutes the soul and degrades our 
nature. Give us the enjoyment of social inter- 
course, the sympathy of kindred hearts, the 
communion of saints; this is ‘* food which angels 
eat.”’ It is delightful to see ‘love through all the 
actions run;” children obedient, domestics faith- 
ful, parents kind and mild in their treatment of all 
—and when they meet at the family altar, an easy 
performance of every part of duty—the solemn 
attention to Scripture, the voluntary reciting of 
texts by each, the singing of hymns, the humble 
and devout prayer of the father, while he inter- 
cedes for the spiritual and eternal welfare of his 
children, for Christian friends, and for ‘‘ the peace 
of Jerusalem’”—these are scenes which delight 
the soul—these are foretastes of Heaven, which’ 
make us willing to ‘‘suffer and do” what our 
Heavenly Father appoints—which prepare us, 
whenever called, to ‘‘ depart and be with Christ, 
which is far better.” 

Our ride to Williamstown was through a de- 
lightful valley. On each side were high moun- 
tains, varying the prospect at every mile. The 
flying clouds which occasionally obscured the sun, 
produced a singular effect on the sides of the 
mountains in the light and shade which it occa- 
sioned on the deep green forests. On turning a 
hill, the buildings of Williams College came to 
viewas byenchantment. From leng acquaintance 
with the venerable President, we expected a wel- 
come reception. We found him in his study, 
and there was a warmth and tenderness in his 
fraternal meeting with us, which quite unman- 
nedus. His characteristic taste is seen in his beau- 
tiful garden, and especially in the new Chapel, 
which he evidently took great pleasure in saying his 
Boston friends had assisted in erecting. We at- 
tended prayers with the students at 6 o’clock—it 
was peculiarly gratifying to us again to hear a 
veice which in former days proclaimed the glad 
news of salvation in the city of our solemnities. 
On the right and left of the desk on marble tab- 
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lets are recorded the names and virtues of 
Eruram Witriams and Woopsrivce Lirtte, 
two of the most liberal contributors to the College, 
Solemnity, intelligence and health marked the 
countenances of a fine body of students; and the 
music was appropriate and skilful. Of the pro- 
fessors we will only say they are gentleman to 
whom we would gladly commit the instruction of 
our sons, and that is a responsibility of which we 
have no trifling conception. The Philosophical 
Apparatus is large and complete—the library 
though not large is select and valuable—the 
Cabinet exhibits great industry and skill in its 
collection and arrangement, and the Laboratory 
shews that not a little has been done in scientific 
research. The prospect from the Tower is grand 
and imposing,—while you stand in Massachusetts, 
you can see at one view the hills and mountains of 
New York and Vermont. But the most affecting 
object is ‘‘ a beautiful meadow on the Hoosack, 
where those young Elijah’s (Samuel John Mills 
and Gordon Hall) prayed into existence Ameri- 
can Missions.” After passing a most pleasant 
evening with a party of ladies and gentleman at 
the hospitable mansion of the President, duty 
compelled us to tear ourselves away from a scene 


which will long live in our remembrance. 
caiasietetinnemenaieiedl 


MISCELLANY. 














THE MANCHANEEL, 

‘¢ There is a tree called the Manchaneel, which 
grows in the West Indies; its appearance is very 
attractive, and the wood of it peculiarly beauti- 
ful; it bears a kind of apple, resembling the golden 
pippin. The fruit looks very tempting and smells 
very fragrant; butto eat of it is instant death; 
and its sap or juice is so poisonous, that if a few 
drops of it fall on the skin, it raises blisters and 
occasions great pain. The Indians dip their ar- 
rows in the juice, that they may poison their ene- 
mies when they wound them. Providence hath 
so appointed it, that one of these trees is never 
found, but near it there also ‘grows a white-wood, 
or'a fig tree, the juice of either of which, if appli- 
ed in time, is a remedy for the diseases produced 

‘by the Manchaneel. Now when I read this ac- 
count, I thought of sin and salvation. Sin, like 
this poisonous apple, looks pleasant to the eye, 
and men desire it—eat of it and die. We may 
think there is no harm in such a thing—it is only 
a little sin; but who would eat only a little poi- 
son? The least sin if not forgiven, will ruin our 
souls forever. This is the fruit that must not be 


tasted; yea it ought not to be looked upon, or 
thought of. It is sin that gives to the darts of 


Satan all their fiery qualities; and to the arrow 
of death all its bitterness. 


eaten of it, if not delivered from its fatal effects 


will surely die; but there is a remedy at hand; 


it is the precious blood of the Son of God, which 
soothes the troubled conscience, and cleanses it 


from all sin. 





A FATHER’S TEARS OVER HIS DECEASED SON. 


In the Life of John Giles, of Eythorne, it is said that 


Now all who have 
looked upon the fruit of this tree desired it, and 


spend many solitary hours here on Lord’s days 2 He 
said, ‘Yes, father, Ido.’ ‘And do you read your Bible Ms 
(which lay there.) ‘Oh yes,father.’ And did he fre- 
quently read, and no scripture strike his mind? In such 
a day of trouble did he never call upon God? Did he 
never think, as his dear brother John did, ‘ Now about 
this time my father is praying for me!’ Oh! how a 
parent catches at every shadow! But how the thought 
at midnight rends the heart, that ‘ while I lie here, per- 
haps the soul of my dear child is in hell!’ I have often 
dreaded this, but now alas! itis come upon me. 
can proceed thus no longer. Oh! my dearson! Would 
to God I could have died in his stead! Oh where is his 
precious soul ?”"—[London Revivalist. 


THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER. 

While my children were infants on my lap,as I 
washed them, I raised my heart to God, that he would 
wash them in that blood which cleanseth from all sin ; 
as I clothed them in the morning, I asked my heaven- 
ly Father to clothe them with the robe of Christ’s 
righteousness ; as I provided them food, I prayed that 
God would feed their souls with the bread of heaven, 
and give them to drink the water of life: when I have 
prepared them for the house of God, I have pleaded that 
their bodies might be fit temples for the Holy Ghost to 
dwell in; when they left me for the week-day school, 
I followed their infant footsteps with prayer, that their 
path through life might be like that of the just, which 
shineth more and more unto the perfect day; and as 
I committed them to rest at night, the silent breathing 
of my soul has been, that their Heavenly Father would 
take them to his embrace; and fold them in his pa- 
ternal arms.—Scotlish Guardian. 


A NEW AND OLD HEART. 

The Rev. William Johnson, missionary in Africa, 
gives the following account: One woman was much 
distressed, and wept, and said that she had two hearts 
which troubled her so much she did not know what to 
do. One was her new heart, that told her all things 
that she had ever been doing. The same heart told 
her she must go to Jesus Christ, and tell him all her sins, 
as she had heard at church; but her old heart told her, 
‘Never mind, God no save black man, but white man. 
How know he died for black man?’ Her new heart 
said, Go cry to him and ask. Old heart tell me, do my 
work first, fetch water, make fire, wash, and then go 

ray. When work was done, then me forget to pray. 
don’t know what I do.’ I read to her the sev- 
enth chapter to the Romans, and showed that the apos- 
tle Paul felt the same things, and spoke of two princi- 
ples in man.—When I came to the verse, Oh, wretch- 








this death? she said, ‘Ah massa, that me—me no know 
what to do.’ I added the words of St. Paul—I thank 
God through Jesus Christ; and explained to her the 
love of Christ, how he died for sinners like her: she 
burst into tears; and has continued ever since, so far 
as I know, to follow her Saviour.—S. S. Instructer 


INDUSTRY. 
Man must have occupation or be miserable. Toil is 
the price of sleep and appetite, of health and enjoy- 
ment. The very necessity which overcomes our na- 
tural sloth is a blessing. The world does not contain a 
briar or a thorn that Divine mercy could have spared. 
We are happier by industry than we could have been 
with spontaneous plenty and unbounded profusion. 
The body and the mind are improved by the toil that 





ed man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of 


The poet Carpani once asked his friend Haydn “how 
it happened that his church music was almost always 
of an animating, cheerful, and even gay description.” 
To this, Haydn’s answer was, “ I cannot make it oth- 
erwise: I write according tothe thoughts which I feel: 
when I think upon God, my heart is so full of joy, thar 
the notes dance and leap as it were from my pen; and 
since God has given me a cheerful heart, it will be ea- 
sily forgiven me that I serve him with a cheerful spirit,» 
New-Haven Journal. 





A little girl hearing a profane drunken man tell her 
father that every body would be saved, exclaimed, just 
as he was leaving the door—* Father, when we go to 
heaven, shall we have to live with such awfully wicked 
folks?» [ Western Recorder. 

A little boy in the county of Hampshire, not six years 
old, lately came in from school, and said to his mother, 
Who has been smoking here? She answered, Elder 
G. Does he drink rum too? said the little boy. Let 
those who are addicted to smoking, notice this asso- 
ciation in the mind of a child, and inquire whether 
there is not an affinity between these habits. 














POETRY. 


THE SABBATH. 
The week is past—the Sabbath’s come 
I’ve laid aside my cap and drum, 
For mother says I must not play, 
Or think a sinful thought to-day. 
The Bible first Pll get and read, 
And then with God the Saviour plead, 
That he would make the blessed truth 
A guide to me in early vouth. 
‘Then to the Sabbath School Pll go, 
To hear more of the Lord, and know 
How I can better love and fear, 
And serve him with a heart sincere. 
Next to his house will I repair— 
And when he meets his people there, 
Perhaps he’ll kindly look on me, 
And say he will my Saviour be. 
At night, as in the morn I'll pray, 
And bless his goodness through the day— 
And when I close my eyes in sleep, 
From dangers he will safely keep. 
Then on the morrow I shall feel 
Better prepared to do his will ; 
And during all the week he’ll guide, 
Nor let my feet in error slide. [S. S. Instrueter. 











LINES TO A LADY PREPARED FOR CHURCH. 
Come lady, come, that form of thine 
Hath long employed thy care, 

And on thy brow unmarked by time, 
Soft parts thy raven hair. 

And with a softened light, the while 
Thy brilliant eye doth beam, 

Yet meee ty pride hath lit the smile, 
That bright and bland doth seem. 
And saddened thoughts crowd o’er me 
While gazing on thee now; 

Art thou adorned with humbleness, 
Before thy God to bow? 

I know that men will praise thee, 
And thou wilt think it sweet 





fatigues them. That toil is a thousand times reward- 
ed by the pleasure which it bestows. Its enjoyments 
are peculiar. No wealth can purchase them—no in- 
dolence can taste them. They flow only from the 
exertions which they repay. 





A Cuattence.—Wher Judge Thatcher was, many 
years ago, member of Congress from Massachusetts, he 
was challenged to a duel by Mr. Blount, member from 
North Carolina, for words spoken in debate. The 
Judge, on reading the message from Blount, after 
adjusting his revolutionary hat, said to the bearer— 
** Give my respectful compliments to your master, and 











To hear the tone of flattery, 

Or thrilling glance to meet; 

And triumph will reign o’er that hour, 
And thou wilt joy in beauty’s power. 
But, lady, who would gladly be 
Bowing at pleasure’s deine . 
Another = is meet for thee, 
Another lot is thine: 

To bow, with holy men; 

The heart and knee to Heaven, 
And fervently entreat of God 

Thy sins may be forgiven. 
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To meet thy heavenly Father there, 

Lady! for this thou should’st prepare. 

This passing world will quickly flee, 

Its vanities ne; 

But may thy choicest treasure be 

Safe in another home! 

Then lady, while the light of youth 

O’er thee is shed, 

May the angel wing of sober truth, 

Wave also o’er thine head! 

And when thou dost prepare again 

To seek the courts of God, 

O, pray that with a lowlier heart 

By thee they may be trod. 
Newburyport, 1832. 


tell him he cannot have a definite answer to his note 
today. Lethim be patient a short time, till I can write 
to Portland and receive an answer. I always consult 
my wife on matters of importance, well knowing that 
she isa better judge, of family affairs than myself. If 
she consents to take the choice of becbming a widow, 
or haviug her husband hanged for murder, i certainly 
will fight Mr. Blount. Tell him not to be in a hurry, 
it will not take more than three weeks to receive her 
election.—N. Y. Gazette. 


the death of his son, who was drowned in the 'Thames 
in 1824, was, in some respects, the most painful stroke 
he had ever suffered. He was assured that Nathauiel 
and John had died in the Lord, but he had many doubts 
concerning Ebenezer. Thus he wrote toa fiend — 
“My nights, on account.offit, are nearly sleepless, In 
some nights, fearing the loss of the soul of my dear 
child, I have nearly lost my senses. How I can endure 
it is a mystery. * * * Oh the tumult this has raised in 
my mind!; My dear never-to-be-forgotten Ebenezer! 
e went into his bed-room the last time we saw him 

in London, talked seriously with him, went to prayer 

with him,” (this was his general practice whenever he 

met his children,) “ and said, ‘ My dear, I suppose you 





Al Patient Lad.—“ Ben,” said a father, the other 
day, ‘I’m busy now; but as soon as I can get time, 
I mean to give you a flogging. ** Don’t hurry your- 

ad— 

















self, pa,” replied the patient “IT can wait,” [Female Advocate. 








